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Leaue mc,T pray a little .* pray you now. 

Nay do To : for indeede I hauc loft command, 
Therefore.1 pray you, lie fee you by and by. Sitsdowne 
Enter Cleopatra led by Charmian and Eros. 

Eros. Nay gentle Madam, to him,comforc him. 

Iras. Do moft decte Queene. 

Char. Do, why, what el Cel 

Cleo. Let me fit downe : Oh Juno. 

Ant. No,no>no,no,no. 

Eros. See you beerc,Sir ? 

Ant. Oh fie,fie,fie. 

Char. Madam. 

Iras. Madam, oh good Emprefle. 

Eros . Sir,fir. 

Ant. Yes my Lord,yes; he at Philippi kept 
His fword e’nc like a dancer, while I ftrooke 
The leanc 3nd wrinkled Caff us, and ’twas I 
That the mad Brutus ended : he alone 
Dealt on Lieutenancry, and no pra&ife had 
In the braue fquarcs of Warre: yet now : no matter. 

(fleo. Ah ftand by. 

Eros. The Queene my Lord, the Queene. 

Iras. Go to him,Madam, fpcake to him, 

Hee’s vnqualited with very lhame. 

Cleo. Well then, fuftaineme: Ob. 

Eros. Moft Noble Sir arife, the Queene approaches, 
Her head’s declin’d, and death will ceafcher, but 
Your comfort makes the refeue. 

Ant. I haue offended Reputation, 

A moft vnnoble fweruing. 

Eros. Sir, the Queene. 

*Ant. Oh whether haft thou lead me Egypt, fee 
How I conuey my fliame.out of thine eyes. 

By looking backe what I haue left behind e 
Stroy’d in dilhonor. 

Cleo. Oh my Lord, my Lord, 

Forgiuc my fearfull faylcs, I little thought 
You would hauefollowed. 

Ant. Egypt, thou knew’ft too well. 

My heart was to thy Rudder tyed by’th’ftrings. 

And thou Ihould’ft ftowe me after. O’re my fpirit 
The full fupremacie thou kncw'ft, and that 
Thy becke, might from the bidding of the Gods 
Command mce. 

Clod* Oh my pardon, 

t Ant. Now I muff 

To the young man fend humble Treaties, dodge 
And palter in the (Rifts of lownes, who 
With halfethe bulke o’th’worldplaidasl pleas’d, 
Klaking,and marring Fortunes. You did know 
How much you were my Conqueror, and that 
My Sword, made weake by my afFe£tion,would 
Obey it on all caufe. 

Cleo. Pardon,pardon. 

Ant Fall not a teare I fay, one of them rates 
All that is wonne and loft : Giue me a kiiTe, 

Eucn tr is repayes me. 

We fent ourSchookmafter, is a come backe ? 

Loue I am full of Lead : fome Wine 

Within there, and our Viands: Fortune knowes, 

We fcorne her moft, when moft flic offers blowes. Exeunt 

Enter Cafar , Agrippa,and DoHabelloyvith others. 

Caf. Let him appcarc that’s come.from Anthony. 
Know you him. 


The 'Tragedte of 


Dolla. Cafar, ’tis his Schoolemafter 
An argument that heis pluckc,when hfther 
fie fends fopoore a Pinnion ofhis Wing 
Which had fuperfluous Kings for Mcffcngcr, 

Not many Mooncs gone by # ° 9 

Enter Ambaffadorfrom Anthony 
Cafar. Approach,and lpeake. J * 

Amb. Such as I am, Iccme from Anthony . 

I was of late as petty to his ends, J ’ 

As is the Morn.-dew on the Mertleleafc 
To his grand Sea. 

Caf Bee’t fo,declare thine office. 

Amb. Lord ofhis Fortunes he falutesthrfe. j 

Requires to Hue in Egypt, which not granted 
He Leffons his Rcqucfts, and to thee lues 
To let him breath betweene the Heauens and E a t, 

A priuate man in Athens: this for him. tth 

Next, Cleopatra does confeffe thy Greatnefle 
Submits her to thy might, and of thee craues* 

The Circle of the Ptolomies for her heyres, 

Now hazarded to thy Grace. 

Caf. For Anthony, 

1 haue no cares tohisrequeft. The Queene 
Of Audience, nor Defire lhall faile, folhee ? 

From Egypt driuc her all-difgraced Friend, 

Or take his life there. This if Ihee performe. 

She lhall not fue vnheard. So to them both.* 

Amb. Fortune purfue thee. 

Caf. Bring him through the Bands : 

To try thy Eloqucnce,now ’tis time, difpatch. 

From Anthony winne Cleopatra, promife*^ 

And in our Name, what (he rcquires,adde more 
From thine inuention, offers. Women are not 
In their beft Fortunes flrong ; but want will p C ri Ure 
TWre touch’d VcB.ll. Try thy cunning Jfct*,,; 
Make thine oWne Edift tor thy paines,which wc 
Will anfwer as a Law, 

Thid. Cafar, l go. 

Cafar. Obferuc how Anthony becomes his flaw 
Anri what thou thinfe’ft Ins very aihon fpeakes * 

In euery power that rnooues. 

Thid. Cafar ,1 (halt. w . 

Enter Cleopatra,Enobarbus,Charmian Iras. ^ 
Cleo. What fh.'.ll wc do, Enobaybusl 
Eno. Thinke,anddyc. 

Cleo . Is Anthony ysx wc in ftuft for this? 

Eno. Anthony orely, that would make his will 
Lord ofhis Reafon What thoughyou fled, 

From that grei»rface of Warrc, whofe feuerallranges 
Frighted each other? Why fbould he follow? 

The itch of his A ffeftion fbould not then 

Haue nickt his Captain-fliip, at fuch a point, 

When halfe to halfe the world oppos’d, he being 
The mecred queftion? ’Twas a fhame no JefTe 
Then was bts Ioffe, to courfe your flying Flagges, 

And leaue his Nauy gazing. 

Cleo, Pry thee peace. 

Enter the Ambaffador,with Anthony. 

Ant. Is that hisanfwer? Amb. I my Lord, 
Ant. The Queene lhall then haue courtefie, 

Solhe willyeelu vsvp. 

Am. Hefayesfo. 

Antho. Let her kno w’t. To the Boy Cafar fend tbi 
grizled head, and he will fill thy wifhes to the brinami 
With Principalities. 

Cleo. That head my Lord ? 



ajfnthonyand Qeopatra , 


Jut. To him againe, tell him be weares the Rofe 
Of youth vpon him: from which, the world fhould note 
Sonaedungparticular: His Coine, Ships, Legions, 

May be a Cowards, whofe Minifters wouid preuaile 
Voder the fetuicc ofa Childe,as ioone 
,\s i’th’Coinmand of Caftr. I dare him therefore 
pc l«y h' s g a y Comparifons a -part, 

\nd anfwcr me declin’d, S word againft Sword, 

Our felues alone: Ik write it: Follow me. 

£no. Yes like enough : hyc battd’d Cafar will 
Vnftate his happineffe, and be Stag’d ro’th’fhcw 
^ainft a Sworder. I fee mens Iudgemcncs are 
^ parcell of their Fortunes, and things outward 
Do draw the inward quality after them 
Tofuffcrali alike, thathethould dieamc, 

Knowing all meafures, the full Cafar will 
^ofwerhis empeineffe; Cafar thou haft lubdu’dc 
Hisiudgcment too. , 

Enter a Seruant. 

Ser. A Meffenger from Ca<ar. 

Cleo. What no more Ceremony ? See my Women, 
Afainft the blownc Role may they flop theirnole, 
Thackncel’d vnto the Buds. Admit him fir. 

[no. Minehonrfty ) andl ) beginneco fquarc, 

The Loyalty well held to Footes, does make 
Our Faith meere folly: yet be that can endure 
To follow with Aliegeancc a falne Lord, 

Docs conquer him that did his Mafter conquer. 

And earnes a place i’tb’Scory. 

Enter Thidias. 

Cleo. Cafars will. 

Thid. FJeare it apart. 

Cleo . None but Friends: fay boldly. 

Thid. So haply arc they Friends to Anthony. 

Snob. He needs as many (Sir) as Cafar ha’s. 

Or needs not vs. If C<e/rfrpleafc,our Mafter 
Willlcapetobehis Friend : For vs you know, 

Whofe he is, we are,and that is Cafars, 

7W.So.Thus then thou moft renown’d,Oc/lir intreats, 
Not to confider in what caie thou ftand’ft 
Further then he is Cafars. 

Cleo. Goon.rightRoyall. 

Thid. He knowes that you embrace not Anthony 
As you didiouc, but as you feared him. 

Cleo. Oh. 

Th.d. The fcarre’s vpon your Honor, therefore he 
Does pitty, as confirained blcnrlhcs, 

Not as deferusd, 

Cleo. He is a God, 

And knowes what is moft right. Mine Honour 
Was not yeclded, but conquer’d meerely. 

Eno, To be furc of that, I will aske Anthony, j 
Sir,fir, thou art fo leakie 
That we muft Icatie thee to thy finking, for 
Thy deereft quit thee. Exit Snob. 

7 hid. Shall I fay to Caftr, 

What you require of him : for he partly begges 
To be defir’d to giue. It much would pleafehim. 

That ofhis Fortunes you fhould make a ftaffc 
Tolcane vpon. But it would warmc bis fpints 
Toheare from me you had left Anthony, 

And put your feife vnder His fhrowd, the vniuerfal Land- 

Cleo. What’s your name? (lord. 

Thid My name i- ihtdias. 

Cleo. MoftklndeMeffenger, 

Say to great Caftr this in deputation. 


I kiffe his conqu’nng hand: Tell him, I am prompt 
To lay my Crownc at’s feete, and there to kneele. 

Tell him,from his all-obeying breath, I hiars 
The doome ofEgypt. 

Thid. ’Tis your Nobleft courfe : 

Wifcdome and Fortune combatting together. 

If that the former dare but what it can, 

No chance may (hake it. Giue me gra'ce to lay 
My dutie on your hand. 

Cleo. Your Cafars Father oft, 

(When he hath mus'd o! taking kingdomes in) 

Bcftow’d his lips on that vnworchy place,i 

As it rain’d kifles. 

Enter Anthony and Enobarbus* 

A»t. Fauours? By lone rhat thunders. What art thou 

Thid. One that bueperformes (Fellow? 

The bidding of thc.fulkft man,and worthieft 
To haue commind obey’d. 

Eno, You will be whipt. 

Ant .Approch there : ah you Kite.Now Gods Sc diucls 
Au hority melts from me oflate. When I cried hoa, 
Like Boycs vnto a ipuffe, Kings would ftart forth, 

And cry, your will. Haue yon no eares ? 

1 am Anthony yet. Take hence this lack, and whip him. 

T.ntcra Servant. 

Eno, ’Ti* better playing with a Lions yvhelpe. 

Then with an old one dying. 

Ant. Moone andStarres, 

Whip him : wer’t twenty ofchc greateft Tributaries 
That do acknowledge Cafar, fhould I finde them 
So fa wey with the hand of {he hecre, what’s hex name 
Since fhe was Cleopatra ? Whip him Fellowes, 

Till like a Boy you fee him crindge his face. 

And whine aloud for mercy. Take him hence. 

7 bid. Cdfarhe Anthony. 

Ant. Tuggehim away : being whipc 
Bring him againe, the Iacjte of Cafars i lull 
Bearc vs an arrant to hun. Exeunt with Thidius . 

You were halfe biafted ere I knew you: Ha? 

Haue I my pillow left vnpreft in Rome, 

Forborne the getting of a lawfull Race, 

And by a Iem of women, to be abus’d 
By one that lookes on Feeders? 

Cleo. Good my Lord. 

Ant.Yoa haue becne a boggeler eucr. 

But when wc in our vicioofndfe grow hard 
(Oh mifery on’r) the wile Gods feeie our eyes 
In ourowncfilth, drop ourdeare judgements,raakevs 
Adore our errors, laugh at’s while wc ftrut 
To ourconfufion. 

Cleo. Oh,is’t come to this? 

Ant. I found you as a Morfell, cold vpon 
Dead Ce/airrTrencher: Nay,you were a Fragment 
Oi Gneius Pompeyes,beCuici what hotter houres 
Vnregiftred in vulgar Fame you haue 
Luxuiicufly pickt out. For I am fore. 

Though you can gueffe what Temperance fhould be. 
You know not what it is. 

Cleo. Wherefore is this? 

Ant . To let a Fellow chat will take rewards, 

And fay,God quityon, be familiar with 
My play-fellow, your hand y this Kingly Stfale, 

And pltghter ofhigh hearts. Othat 1 were 
Vpon the hill of Bafari. toout-roare 
The horned Heard) for I haue fauage caufe. 

And to proclaime it ciuilly, were like 
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